Brittney Mitchell, Soprano, Junior Voice Recital by Mitchell, Brittney S.
Cedarville University
DigitalCommons@Cedarville
Junior and Senior Recitals Concert and Recital Programs
4-20-2015
Brittney Mitchell, Soprano, Junior Voice Recital
Brittney S. Mitchell
Cedarville University, bsmitchell@cedarville.edu
Follow this and additional works at: http://digitalcommons.cedarville.edu/
junior_and_senior_recitals
Part of the Music Performance Commons
This Program is brought to you for free and open access by
DigitalCommons@Cedarville, a service of the Centennial Library. It has
been accepted for inclusion in Junior and Senior Recitals by an authorized
administrator of DigitalCommons@Cedarville. For more information,
please contact digitalcommons@cedarville.edu.
Recommended Citation
Mitchell, Brittney S., "Brittney Mitchell, Soprano, Junior Voice Recital" (2015). Junior and Senior Recitals. 159.
http://digitalcommons.cedarville.edu/junior_and_senior_recitals/159
The Cedarville University 
Music & Worship Department
presents the
Junior Voice Recital
of
Brittney Mitchell, Soprano
Calvin Hitchcock, piano
Monday, April 20, 2015, 4:30 p.m.
V’adoro	pupille,	from	GIULIO	CESARE	 . . . . . . . . . George	Frideric	Handel
Qual	farfalletta,	from	PARTENOPE (1685–1759)
Bester	Jϋngling,	from	DER	SCHAUSPIELDIREKTOR	 . . . . . . . 	W.	A.	Mozart
Ruhe	sanft	mein	holdes	Leben,	from	ZAIDE	 (1756–1791)
Pierrot	 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 		Claude	Debussy
Il	pleure	dans	mon	coeur (1862–1918)
Selections	from	SIX	ELIZABETHAN	SONGS	 . . . . . . . . . 	Dominick	Argento
Spring (b.	1927)
Winter	
Brittney	is	a	student	of	Beth	Cram	Porter.
This	recital	presented	in	partial	fulfillment	of	the	
Bachelor	of	Arts	in	music	degree.
The	Bolthouse	Center	for	Music No	flash	photography
Recital	Hall Please	turn	off	all	cell	phones
The Cedarville University 
Music & Worship Department
presents the
Junior Voice Recital
of
Brittney Mitchell, Soprano
Calvin Hitchcock, piano
Monday, April 20, 2015, 4:30 p.m.
V’adoro	pupille,	from	GIULIO	CESARE	 . . . . . . . . . George	Frideric	Handel
Qual	farfalletta,	from	PARTENOPE (1685–1759)
Bester	Jϋngling,	from	DER	SCHAUSPIELDIREKTOR	 . . . . . . . 	W.	A.	Mozart
Ruhe	sanft	mein	holdes	Leben,	from	ZAIDE	 (1756–1791)
Pierrot	 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 		Claude	Debussy
Il	pleure	dans	mon	coeur (1862–1918)
Selections	from	SIX	ELIZABETHAN	SONGS	 . . . . . . . . . 	Dominick	Argento
Spring (b.	1927)
Winter	
Brittney	is	a	student	of	Beth	Cram	Porter.
This	recital	presented	in	partial	fulfillment	of	the	
Bachelor	of	Arts	in	music	degree.
The	Bolthouse	Center	for	Music No	flash	photography
Recital	Hall Please	turn	off	all	cell	phones
Translations
V’adoro,	pupille
I	adore	you,	eyes,	missiles	of	love,
your	spark	is	welcome	to	my
breast.	My	sad	heart	desires	you,
who	inspire	pity,	and	whom	it
always	calls	its	best	beloved.
Qual	farfalletta
Like	a	little	butterfly	circling
around	the	light,	my	cupid	with
his	beautiful	feathers	is	joyfully
flying	about!	That	vivacity
charms	me	because	my	beloved	is
faithful	to	me,	my	constancy
surpasses	all	others	and	will	not
alter.
Bester	Jüngling
Fairest	young	man!	With	rapture
I	accept	your	love,	for	in	your	fair
gaze	I	can	find	my	happiness
But	oh!	if	woeful	sorrow	must
follow	our	love,	are	love's	joys
with	this?	Young	man,	consider
this	well!
Nothing	is	so	worthy	and	so	dear
to	me	as	your	heart	and	your
hand;	filled	with	love's	purest
flame,	I	pledge	my	heart	to	you.
Ruhe	sanft,	mein	holdes	Leben
Rest	peacefully,	sweet	love	of	my
life,	sleep	'till	you	re‐awake	in
happiness!	Here,	I	give	you	a
picture	of	me,	see	how	lovingly	it	
smiles	at	you;	oh,	let	those	sweet
dreams	cradle	him,	and	finally	let
all	sensual	things	he	desires	come
to	rich	fruition.
Pierrot	
Good	old	Pierrot,	at	whom	the
crowd	gapes,	having	concluded
Harlequin's	wedding,	walks	along
the	Boulevard	du	Temple,	lost	in
thought.	A	girl	in	a	supple
garment	vainly	teases	him	with	a
mischievous	look;	and
meanwhile,	mysterious	and
smooth,	taking	her	sweetest
delight	in	him,		the	white	moon,
bull‐horned,	throws	a	furtive
glance	at	her	friend	Jean	Gaspard
Deburau.	
Il	pleure	dans	mon	cœur
There	is	weeping	in	my	heart		like
the	rain	falling	on	the	town.	What
is	this	languor	that	pervades	my
heart?			
	
Oh	the	patter	of	the	rain	on	the
ground	and	the	roofs!	For	a	heart
growing	weary	oh	the	song	of	the
rain!	There	is	weeping	without
cause	in	this	disheartened	heart.
What!		No	betrayal?	There's	no
reason	for	this	grief.	Truly	the
worst	pain	is	not	knowing	why,
without	love	or	hatred,	my	heart
feels	so	much	pain.
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